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cat, there is subtlety and beauty and the dignity of the
darkness. But the fire is cold, as in the eyes of a cat, it is a
green fire. It is fluid, electric. As its maximum it is the
white ecstasy of phosphorescence, in the darkness, always
amid the darkness, as under the black fur of a cat. Like
the feline fire, it is destructive, always consuming and
reducing to the ecstasy of sensation, which is the end in
itself.

There is the I, always the I. And the mind is sub-
merged, overcome. But the senses are superbly arrogant.
The senses are the absolute, the god-like. For I can never
have another man's senses. These are me, my senses
absolutely me. And all that is can only come to me
through my senses. So that all is me, and is administered
unto me. The rest, that is not me, is nothing; it is some-
thing which is nothing. So^fie^ftalian, through centuries,
has avoided our Northern purposive industry, because it
has seemed to him a form of nothingness.

It is the spirit of the tiger. The tiger is the supreme
manifestation of the senses made absolute. This is the

Tiger, tiger, burning bright,
In the forests of the night

of Blake. It does indeed burn within the darkness. But
the essential fire of the tiger is cold and white, a white
ecstasy. It is seen in the white eyes of the blazing cat.
This is the supremacy of the flesh, which devours all, and
becomes transfigured into a magnificent brindled flame, a
burning bush indeed.